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Letter from the Editors: 


We were tentative at first. Maybe even a little giddy 
when we began meeting with a town neither of us were born 
in, filled with people we'd never met. But as we worked at 
Redeemer and then approached store owners and gallery 
staff in Hamilton with Quest, it became something rich, 
joy-filled, collaborative, and diverse. It became a beautiful 
adventure. As submissions came in, we enjoyed pondering 
foreign, contemplating whether a piece was foreign to us, or 
to many. As you turn the pages of Quest, we hope you too 
can delight in the discovery of new places, people, and ideas. 
Or, who knows, maybe in the foreign, we can all find some 
thing a little familiar. 


Vanessa Eisses & Sarah-Ann Wyngaarden 


Feedback, comments, or concerns? Please email quest@redeemer.ca 
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Wormholes | 


Aaron Wilkinson - ; Awoman. 


‘A nian? : “ Vronid chyreh | did not attended? 
In a country I haven't not visited « Fronyan art Phave riot learned, © 
Ina time I have not lived, 

In a tongue I did not learn at hom 


Writes. . 


From a.heay whose feelings T have not felt, 
Composes. 


I 
Reading the Divine Comedy, 
ing falafel, 
Listéning to St. Hildegard, 
* Wenger about space-time. 
* _ And wormboles. 
And what’ssospécitl about them? 


Aman, > 
With herfis that did nowgrow he 
* With instruments I could notnatne 


Witha recipe | did nor inherit, 
: 


* Gooks. oe 


Coming Home with Sorrow | Rebeka Borshevsky 


The planes leave me behind on the tarmac. 
There’s no going back 


to that place, 
That Time. With you in the sunshine on 
Cobblestone. The City of Tolkien and Lewis, 
of rain and bad coffee and beer. 

I come home with Sorrow, for my heart 


is no longer my own. I left pieces 
strewn 
across the hills of Scotland, 
the high coasts of the Emerald lands, 
tucked into the nooks and crannies 
of Albion. 
Oh, Albion! 
I mourn you, 
as the Jews mourn Jerusalem. 
I do not know when I will return 
for more than a two-week rendezvous. 
I do not know when you will be 
Home again. 
Until then, I nestle into the split-crack 
walks of Hamilton. 


Broken Baroque 


Minimalist Self Portrait | Spencer Bloomfield 


[am alive, 


Nostalgia Dies 


Erica Eisses 


Tam alone. 


The Future of the Prancheks 
Erica Eisse 


Drop In The Ocean | Aaron Wilkinson 


Seeing pictures of friends overseas, 
You, with your backpack 
Decorated with exotic mementos, 
Ask me why I haven't travelled. 


You ask me why 
I've never left the country 
While I stare at the horizon 
And think of the family I have not started, 
The house I have not bought; 
And up at the sky and think 
Of angels and ancestors and heavenly fathers 

Thave not met. 


On a planet, a wanderer in infinite space 
You walk a mere few thousand miles 
And say you've travelled. 

Yes. We certainly have. 


Thief: noun | Courtney Parker 

One who takes without permission. The one who you have sex 
with for the first time. The one who painted the truth with a 
colourful lie. The ones who didn’t pay you back for dinner The 
one whose footsteps left heavy marks on your innocence. The 
one who handed you a smile then ripped it off ‘face. 


idolater | Spencer Bloomfield 


You know the look I’m sure. 


Phough you never could quite place it, 
When eyes grow distant and the lips tense, 


cheeks reddening, 


Breath quickenit 


When I look at you I sce without sight, 


Vhe object of my desire and obsession, 


I think of you always, my every waking thought, 


It’s you who sends me to sleep at nig) 


HIS VOICE STILL 
HAUNTS MEI 
WONT THINK PL 
i 


U 
EVER FORGET (4 


[ hold you up and spin you around, 
Every blemish is my delight to take in, 
Your virtues I praise and worship on my knees, 


We've never once spoke of it. 


The image I hold of you is not you at all, 

A facsimile cold and still I clutch to my chest, 
You cannot satisfy my needs you poor thing, 

You just happened to be on hand at the right 


time. 


Run from me, flee from me, 
I have perched you high on a pillar, 
Should you shake, [Il see, 


Down you shall tumble 


Lam the enemy here, [am the beast, 
No beauty is in this heart prone to turning, 
T never loved you, only me, 


Pl never love me, so Pl always love you 


The Safer Path | Nathan brink 


He liked to walk on patches of ice 

As long as there was no water beneath. 

He would walk whatever sides of sidewalks 
had the thin, uneven layer of slippery ice. 
If the road was elear he would walk along 
Whatever paths the ice took. 


All he lived for was the people around him, 
All he wanted was to be at home 
And the only risks he took were on litte frozen mirrors. 


An insignificant vice, 

An unconscious desire he validated 
‘Through these trips of controlled danger, 
Across an icy blanket of conerete, 

Along the barren cdges of streets, 

As he walked to and from home. 


He loved the control it took: 
Concentrating on not sliding or falling 
Walking on that ever present 1 
Yet safe with the knowledge that should he slip 
‘The worst that would happen 

Would be a bump on his head. 


Nobody knew of his cowardly indulgence. 
Or if they did, nobody would have cared. 
Such a simple thing, to walk on thin ice. 
‘The only risks ever taken were false, 

So nobody understood the irony 

When he was hit by a car 

In the middle of summer. 


He had no desire to travel. 
No need to sce other continents or people, 
Wanderlust and excitement meant nothing, 


Refuge 


Kamaria Quinn 


Letters, Lines & Lyrics | Ketrice Anderson 


I speak through letters, lines and lyrics 
Through movement and music 
And prayer and praise 
With tears of joy 
And laughter to cover up the sadness 
Loving too much 
Caring too often 
Seeing the beauty in the broken 
A chance for change 
For hopes, dreams and ambition 
But I can never find the right action 
Or just the right words 
So I bumble and blunder my way through this world 
Bumble and blunder and twist and twirl 
And run and dance and write 
Because speech is not my soul mate 
And that is why when I raise my voice 
It is not at the top of my lungs in a crowded square 
It’s deep and heartfelt with no one else there 
In letters, lines and lyrics. 


Fifaliana // Joy 
Mellina Visser 


Missing | Aaron Wilkii 


Missing: One lost future. 

I seem to have misplaced it. 

I can’t remember where I left it. 
Now I cannot trace it. 

It always slips away from me 
Each time I look away 

It thinks that hiding is a game 
And I don’t want to play. 

I can’t recall what it looked like, 
I'd know it if I saw it. 

Just bring to me each one you find 
And if it’s mine, I’ll call it. 

Its brothers, past and present, 
They are terribly concerned. 
They're both really quite lost 


Without their brother, I have learned. 


So if you come across my future 
Bring it to my door. 

It will be smiling stupidly 

While drooling on the floor. 


€ 


The Night I Was Saved | Courtney Parker 
“People think Christianity is about God being high and 
mighty and us trying to climb up to him but it’s not. It’s 
actually the exact opposite. God is chasing us down, We 
are the ones with our backs turned and he is the one 
constantly saying ‘hey I’m right here’. People think 
Christianity is a religion. But it isn’t. True Christianity 
is a relationship with God” -one of the most beautiful 


things I've ever heard. 
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Because | Kewrice Anderson 
“Because I’m beautiful just the way I am.” The words 


escaped my mouth before I could rein them in. Words 


completely alien to me. ‘The mirror reflected a face free of 


makeup, ridden with stress-induced blemishes and freshly 
washed hair, wild and untamed —a reminder of my heri- 
tage. The walls didn’t shake, the sky didn’t fall. No thunder 
shook the ground. It was something we had both needed 
to hear. The hair straightener could wait for another day 
When I looked down into big brown 


with a smile and a confident, “Me too, 


-s, | was rewarded 


Unfitled 
Nie Sdhalks ot 


Eclipse | Kristal Hooyer 


Burnt and blackened by his approach, 
‘The moon ever chases the sun. 
Light of his life, 

He reflects her radiance 
As he circles the earth. 


Trapped by the weight of the world, 
He is stuck in his wandering way. 
She is consistent in her dawning and setting, 
But he wavers, his path altered by longing. 
He burns with the cold fire of misery. 


They meet twice a year, 
And he revels in her glory, 
Keeping her light to himself. 
For a few precious moments, 
She is his. 


But she travels on, 
Always beyond reach. 
He pines for her ever, 
Chasing her through the sky, 
Invading the day just to watch her fly. 


You. | Carly Ververs 


You. 


You are the old tire swing 
swing 

swinging in the breeze. 
You are the dirt 


on the dirt road 
unearthed by our bikes. 
You are the knee-high 

wheat-coloured gr: 


where 


our house used to be. 
You. 


You are the city 

of dreaming spires I've 
always dreamed about. 

You are the clock 

tower splitting 

the sky. 

You are the rain drops tip-tap 
tip-tapping on the window 

of London’s Eye. 


You. 


You are the looming 
shadows on the walls 
bordering the alley. 
You are the shop 

I keep passing, 

keep circling. 

You are the map 

I lost halfway 


through the city. 


Klompen 
Michelle VanderSpek 


0 to live in a book 


I want to climb in- 

side the pages and pitch a 

tent across the folds. 
-Carly Ververs 


In a world of wild 

fire, | am the jack pine child 

‘eds will kiss earth. 
-Elise Arsenault 


whose 


wenture Awat 
Chris Ruiter 


What Happens Next | Nathan Brink 
What becomes of ripples when they meet the endless shore? 
They cease to be but memories, and lost forevermore. 
The pebble drops, the rings depart, soft surface to explore; 
The many fish and parasites, these tiny waves ignore. 


What becomes of friendships when our lives pull us apart? 
The search for validation fails; the search for hope does start, 

When eagerness of tender dawn decides to then depart, 

Brings armour forged to cover what was once a bleeding heart. 


What becomes of joyfulness when I then breathe my last? 
Then misery arrives to tarnish memories of the past. 
Those left behind will hold to what will soon be fading fast. 


The body rots in exile here and leaves the lost outcast. ae oe 
, : iene What becomes of faithfulness when I do hear the call? esis bese 
Promise of Life| Rena Lugtighcid —_Mfy darkness creeps to block your ears and seeks to make you fall. Elise Aresnault 


It rises with your fallen form, and then it’s looming tall, 
Until you shrink and hide away and leave the shining hall. 
Silence Demon! Foolish beast, he will not hear yourcries! 
These men below, I hold them now, and will cast down your lies, 
These answers are not found by beast that slithers in disguise, 
But found by Him who lives above, the One who never dies, 
Father, Abba, Elohim, Theos, Adonai, 
Of the hell that dwells within I finally decry. 
I kneel in shame, a broken man, and reach out to the sky. 
Please sing me to your arms with an angelic lullaby. 


The Consolation of Vexillology | Aaron Wilkinson 


All of us have suffered being banished. 
We had forgot the name of our once-king, 
Our country’s flag forgotten, torn, and 
vanished. 


Once our pride, and now left fractured, 
damaged, 

With no regent wearing ornate rings, 
All of us have suffered being banished. 


Wanderers and seafarers still sing of 
Homeland’s flags forgotten, torn, and 
vanished, 


The White Town of Netherlands 
~ Michelle VanderSpek 


Pushed and gyred by winds in wilds savage, 


Traded like the robes of one who managed 
To secure the life to which we cling, 
We who now all suffer being banished. 


Those torn robes gave rise to a new canvas 
So that there is now needle and string 
Running through the flag that once had 
vanished. 


Soon this one will bring these shattered 
clans 

Back to home, the feast hall of the king. 
For now, we'll hope though wandering 

while banished. 

Know the homeland’s flag will not stay 

vanished. 
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Barrters 
Nikki Schalk 


Robbed: adj | Courtmey Parker 
Vhat feeling when you found out who they actually took from you. 


Words Unspoken [an imitation of Amy Lee Scott’s This Is Not To Say] | Carly Ververs 
This was supposed to be about the summer days I spent with my arms folded over the edge of the worn piano bench, 
my chin resting on my folded arms and my eyes closed, humming along to Danny Boy as my grandfather's fingers flew across 
black and white keys. This was supposed to be about my dark blue rain boots covered with butterflies sinking into the mud as 
I followed my dad through the maze of cows, their tails swishing as they chewed on cud, lips smacking, teeth gnashing. About 
holding a white bottle to the mouth of a calf with knobby joints and a speckled face. This was supposed to be about the oak 
ble for two and the little fingers tracing the dark knots, about the rings the cup of coffee left on the newspaper and about the 
chocolate milkshake spilling and staining the colouring book. It was even supposed to be about the old patchwork quilt 
’ read out across green grass and a world that could only be entered through a magic wardrobe filled with moth balls. 
Or maybe it was supposed to be about the nights my sister and I would press our faces up against our bedroom win- 
a. our breath fogging the glass, laughing as we wrote our own script for the movie playing at the Drive-In down the road. 
Or maybe it was supposed to be about the old tire swing and the tree house steps that led nowhere, or Boomer ~ my favourite 
barn cat, with his tabby fur and his one cye missing from a fight with another cat, or holding my breath in the corn stalks 
during a game of hide-and-seek, the waning sunlight streaking through the stalks and splattering the ground, Or maybe it was 
just supposed to be about jumping on the trampoline with my two sisters and brother, or about playing hopscotch with my 
ter on the brown couch cushions strewn across the basement floor, About when the jumping stopped and the staring started 
and the mouths fell open. Because that’s when we saw the smoke from the McFadden’s house rising into the air ~ thick, black, 
billowing fingers ~ and soon the firetrucks came racing by, their horns blaring so loudly we covered our cars. About when 
gravity took over and the playing stopped and the screaming started. Because that’s when I split my head open and the blood 
dripped onto the red bricks around the fireplace and onto my pink dress. 
| Or maybe it was supposed to be about something else entirely: the mouse skeleton resting in a tomb of dust bunnics 
behind the fridge. The cows trampling the orange kitten into the cement. The massive tangle of hair being pulled from the 
bathtub drain. The stent holding a coronary artery open. The blue eyes clouding over and the hip cracking against tile floor. 
) But never mind the “supposed to.” This is not about (was never about) the infinite monkey theorem ~ no, not about texting 
not even about the door closing quietly behind him. 
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ad * ro *ni * tis {an imitation of A. Van Jordan’s af * ter * glow) | Carly Ververs 


ad * ro * ni * tis \=\ n. frustration with how long it takes to get to know someone / especially when the hour- 
glass has been flipped and the sand begins to pour down / marking the passage of dme / we waste our dwin- 
dling time on introductions and “getting to know you” / when I would much rather take a deep breath and 
dive / dive into your depths / eyes open / discovering every nook and every cranny that is you / while you 
discover every nook and every cranny that is me / and work backwards from there 


Haunting Beauty 
ChisRnite: 


